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opponents declared that he was nothing but a Tory in
disguise; to which he retorted that the closest thing to a
Tory in disguise was a Whig in power.

The local election happened to be put forward a few
weeks on account of an unexpected resignation, with the
result that it was still held under the conditions of the old
electoral law. This being so, the borough could muster
only about thirty electors. The Ministry offered the official
candidature to Colonel Grey, the son of the Prime Minister:
"The Treasury," wrote Disraeli to Mrs. Austen, "sent down
Colonel Grey with a hired mob and a band. Never was such
a failure. After parading the town with his paid voices, he
made a stammering speech of ten minutes from his phaeton.
All Wycombe was assembled. Feeling it was the crisis, I
jumped up on the portico of the Red Lion and gave it them
for an hour and a quarter. I can give you no idea of the
effect. I made them all mad. A great many absolutely cried.
I never made as many friends in my life or converted as
many enemies. All the women are on my side and wear my
colours, pink and white. Do the same."

When the good people of Wycombe had seen the
apparition on the porch of the Red Lion of this pale young
man with black ringlets and lace cuffs, carrying a gold-
headed cane, and carefully arranging his curls before
beginning to speak, they had expected some puerile oration.
But a voice of astonishing power had suddenly flooded the
High Street with sarcastic eloquence, had attacked the
Whigs with bitterness and vehemence, and Wycombe had
yielded to an uneasy enthusiasm. As for Disraeli, he was
intoxicated at the first taste of this new pleasure, of feeling
himself master of a public, of becoming his own listener, of
marvelling at the strong and harmonious phrases dictated
to the orator by the god within him. "When the poll is
declared," he concluded, pointing to the tail of the large